LORD  OXFORD WAS SHAKESPEARE
Yet for disport we fawn and flatter both,
To pass the time when nothing else can please,
And train them to our lure with subtle oath,
Till, weary of their wiles, ourselves we ease;
And then we say, when we their fancy try,
To play with fools, Oh what a fool was I.
Similarly in the poet's description of the beauty
of Lucrece the theme is dominated between con-
trasts "white" and "red," as in, Oxford's charming
poem. What Cunning Can Express:
The Lily in the field
That glories in his white,
For pureness now must yield
And render up his right :
Heaven pictured in her face
Doth promise joy and grace.
Fair Cynthia's silver light,
. That beats on running streams,
Compares not with her white,
Whose hairs are all sun-beams.
So bright my nymph doth shine
As day unto my eyne.
With this there is a red
Exceeds the Damaske-Rose
Which in her cheeks is spread,
Whence every favour grows.
In sky there is no star
But she surmounts it far.
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